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FEBRUARY, 1906

CONCERNING DISARMAMENT.

HERE is ne doubt that the spirit of nationaE ality has strengthened mightily during the
last century, and that one distinctive manifestation of it is a more or less blatant jingoism,

which, in view of the preponderating influence of

the popular voice on government policies, has frequently brought nations to the brink of war, and,
occasionally thrust them over, on very slight
provocation. Moreover, the work of propaganda so
actively and widely carried on by peace societies and societies for promoting international arbitration, are offset by the steady increase in the
armaments of all nations and the strengthening of the war spirit which
these armaments cause or occasion. The civilized nations are not inaptly
compared to huge powder magazines which a spark carelessly thrown off
in
the heat of international controversy constantly threatens to explode. Every
great nation seems to stand brandishing its big stick, and it wants
but the

assurance that it can brain its opponent to bring it into play. We seem to

be standing on the thin crust that covers a seething volcanic crater, which
may open at any moment and engulf us all. These and similar
ominous
forebodings are not only uttered by newspaper prophets every day
of the
year, but more or less seriously entertained by thinking men of all
nations.
And meanwhile, heedless of these fears and warnings, the
nations are
strengthening their armaments on sea and land, and offering inducements
to inventors of destructive agencies. Is this wisely done? Sincere
appeals
for a general disarmament have been made by enlightened rulers,
but there
was no response. Disarmament, to be acceptable, must be simultaneous.”
There is no question of its feasibility: the hesitancy to begin
is rather due
to a feeling that the best guaranty of peace is the actual
armed-camp
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arrangement. Being given that, human nature will always retain its pugnacious and aggressive instincts, and that unjust encroachments will always

remain possibilities, it is safer to maintain the old policy of overawing the
evilly disposed by a display of armed power. Not until the hoped-for mil-

Jennium shall have become a tangible reality, not until that “far-off event”
when
the common sense of most shall hold a fretful realm in awe,
«ss
And the kindly earth shall slumber, lapt in universal law,”’

their
shall the rulers of nations feel that they can, without recreancy to
civamong
e,
Meanwhil
trust, heed humanity’s ery, “Die Waffen Nieder!’?
men”
of
ood
brotherh
“the
of
sness
ilized races, there is a growing consciou
which augurs hopefully for the ultimate exorcising of the spectre of war.

Indeed, this is the most encouraging sign the world has yet received that
the poet’s dream is not pure Schwarmerei, and that the historian may yet
be able to record the day on which

;

the war-drum throbb’d no longer, and the battle-flags were furled
«
In the parliament of man, the federation of the world.”’
©

It is the purpose of this paper to point out that among the factors which
have most effectively contributed to awaken and strengthen this consciousness, and are rapidly predisposing all nations to arbitrate their differences
before peaceful tribunals, not the least influential is the prodigious development of the modern engines of war and the overwhelming sense of the
destructive potentialities which they embody.
Among the distinctively modern engines of war we reckon heavy ordnance,
rapid-fire guns, automatic or machine guns, submarine mines, torpedoes,
and all devices for the discharge of high explosives. The fact that all the
great powers have vast stores of these arms and large forces trained to
handle them, acts as a deterrent on any ruler who might otherwise be dis-

posed to pick a quarrel with a neighbor. No one dares assume the responsibility of the wholesale slaughter that would inevitably result if two forces,

equally well equipped with modern arms, were to attack each other under

favorable conditions.

The horrors of yesterday’s struggle in the Far East

have amply demonstrated, at least on sea, how destructive the modern
engines of war really are. The land operations, however, have been, in a

sense, a disappointment to those who expected the loss in life to be
immensely greater than it actually was. As a matter of fact, the great

battles in Manchuria, the greatest in point of numbers engaged and dura-

tion of the struggle of all the battles recorded in authentic history, show

surprisingly small losses in men killed and wounded. This fact, instead of

weakening our argument, rather strengthens it, as we shall presently show.
Let us consider the battle of Liaoyang. The most reliable information

places the total number of combatants at 430,000, and the fighting raged
uninterruptedly during ten days.

Before the official returns were received,
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it was the general belief that the loss of life, in the Japanese ranks particularly, would be appalling, considering the fact that they had dislodged the
enemy from entrenched positions by a series of attacks so obstinate and frequent that they stand without parallel in the history of assaults, and merit
for the Japanese infantry the high distinction of being the most valorous

and the best disciplined troops in the world. After the commanding generals had published the number of casualties, the world was astounded to
learn that the total number of disabled combatants on both sides was only
34,000. If we compare these figures with the loss of 55,000 men at Gettysburg after only a three days’ battle with 180,000 men engaged, or the loss
of 57,000 out of 190,000 engaged at Waterloo during one day’s battle, or
the loss of 116,000 at Leipzig, where 480,000 combatants were engaged
during three days, we are forced to the conclusion that in the most recent
battle there were factors at work that made against wholesale slaughter.
It would seem that the modern weapons which, theoretically, have an enormous increase in destructive power over their old prototypes, yet, practically,
do relatively little harm, so that we might say that their practical destructive efficiency is just inversely proportional to their theoretic efficiency.

The reason of this is not hard to find.

Owing to the greater range of

modern guns, the combatants stay at greater distance from each other, and
rarely, if at all, come to close quarters. The art of warfare, in consequence,
is being rapidly changed. Very little reliance is placed on brute strength ;
frontal attacks are no longer made, and cavalry charges are wholly dis-

carded, and the greatest losses were always due to these three factors which
- modern weapons have made obsolete. I might instance the annihilation of
the 10,000 dervishes, who made a magnificent but insane frontal attack
against the British squares at the battle of Omdurman in 1897, or the

famous charge of the French cuirassiers after the battle of Worth in July,
1870.

Modern warfare has become a contest of strategy, in which the vic-

tory is to the commander who can seize the most advantageous positions and
thus put the enemy at his mercy: in such a contingency the most heroic
troops bow to the inevitable, as witness the Boers under Cronje at Paarde-

berg. Hence, even on the battlefield, the perfection of modern arms acts as
a deterrent on the combatants and, by enjoining greater caution on the
commanders, contributes very effectively to check the war spirit. Thus we
have made good our contention that the relative bloodlessness of the recent
battles strengthens our argument that modern weapons are an important

factor in hastening the era of universal peace. If war can be converted into
a game of chess, not even the most pronounced advocate of disarmament
could find much to say against it, and would surely reverse his convictions

as to the disadvantages of modern military armament.
M. L&stLiz, ’06.
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“ & DOSE OF LAUDANUM.
T was Washington’s birthday, 1904. I was, at the time, serving in the
Philippines, when it was announced that all the soldiers would be permitted to pass the holiday as they pleased. Joe Gates, my best friend,
and myself decided to spend the day hunting, which was our favorite pastime. Accordingly, we both started out very early, with the order, however,
to return to camp at 9 p.m. sharp, for that was the time at which Joe was to
go on picket duty. We enjoyed our three hours’ walk exceedingly, in the
crisp morning air. It is useless to tell you of the enormous amount of game
we bagged; suffice it say that when dinner time came, Joe and I sat down

with feelings of pride on account of the plentiful, good things spread out
on the grass. We had prepared everything ourselves, Joe tending to the
vegetables while I roasted the venison. I, at least, never ate such a dinner

in my life, and I think the same may be said of Joe. At last came the
dessert, which was watermelon. We had stolen three large ones from a
farm on our way out. Joe simply adored melons. He devoured two and a
half, leaving only the seeds and rind.
Melons are treacherous things, especially when eaten to excess. Such was
Joe’s case, and I became alarmed over it. As I was a constant sufferer from
toothache, I always carried laudanum with me to soothe the pain. Thinking this might be an antidote for Joe’s trouble, I gave him a small dose.
He found immediate relief, and, after a short time, fell into a refreshing
sieep. I decided not to disturb him, as I imagined a little rest would do
him a world of good; and with these thoughts running through my mind, I

started to prepare for our homeward trip. In half an hour I again silently
approached Joe, but noticed that he was still sound asleep. We had decided to continue our hunt in the afternoon, and, if we wished to do this, it
was necessary for me to rouse Joe,

I tapped him lightly on the back, but he did not move. I struck him
harder and harder, but he remained as still as a statue. I began to feel a
little uneasy.

Had something happened to Joe?

Had I, perhaps, given

him an overdose of laudanum, or could it be that Joe was merely feigning
sleep? The last question seemed most probable, and I thought of some
method of answering it.

Kneeling down before him, I began to laugh as heartily as I could and
then to tickle him; but to all my efforts Joe remained insensible. Finding
these measures ineffective, I concluded that it would be better to leave him
alone. I could not, however, completely calm myself, and for fifteen min-

utes nervously paced up and down. Suddenly
it dawned upon me that Joe
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might be playing off. I returned to the spot where he was sitting and in the
tenderest tones implored him to speak to me. An ox would have been

moved, if one had been near, but Joe remained as lifeless as a sphinx. “Ah, that ’s it,” I cried, exasperated; “take that, and that, and that!” I

exclaimed, proceeding to deal out blow after blow. Under the force of them
Joe swayed and fell forward with his head on the ground. “Ah,” cried I,
“you can’t frighten me! That “ll never do! There, and there!” A cold
shiver ran through me. If this were real and not a sham on his part—.
Thoroughly alarmed, I rushed toward the road and started off to camp in
search of medical help. I had not gone far when a terrible thought stopped
me: perhaps I had poisoned Joe. ‘lo continue on my journey would be
useless, even dangerous to myself. Nobody would believe my innocent
story. I would be imprisoned, tried, condemned, and shot on the charge of

murder. My brain whizzed, and, undetermined what to do, I retraced my
steps, hoping to find Joe awake.
I bent over him with an anxious gaze, and, to my horror, I discovered

that he had turned green. I felt his heart, but alas! it had ceased beating
and his hands were as cold as marble. I buried my head in my hands and
groaned as I thought of the terrible deed I had done—I had killed my best

friend. Nobody would credit my plea of innocence, for the circumstantial
evidence was too strong against me: there was no witness to sustain my

story of Joe’s death, and, what is more, I could not possibly prove an alibi,
for I had been seen to start out from camp that morning in company with
Joe. |
It is no wonder, then, that, conscious of having such slight chances of
getting justice, I determined to hide Joe’s body and, if possible, to escape
the charge of murder. With all the shrewdness and determination that
would become a professional criminal, I carefully concealed Joe in the hollowed-out stump of a tree and covered the whole corpse with leaves. He
will not soon be discovered here, I reflected, at least not before I am able to
make my escape. Once more secing that all was satisfactory, I hurried off,
I knew not where. Reaching the open fields, I walked straight ahead, un-

steady of purpose and uncertain where to go. One thought was uppermost
in my mind—to get away, to flee to the end of the world. I wandered on,
now traversing fields and roads, now lying down to rest, and again starting

up, to make for some other spot.
But as night came on, I felt a dread creeping upon me, which shook me
to the core. The ghastly figure of Joe seemed always following at my heels.
[ could trace his shadow in the gloom. Still I hurried on, knowing not
where, trembling in every limb and the cold sweat starting from every pore.
I was fast beginning to tire, but with an effort I wandered on again, irresolute and undecided. Suddenly I became aware of a noise proceeding from

a spot quite near me. I started at the sound of anything human. I listened
again.

60
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“Stop! Who goes there? Advance and give the countersign,” rang out
the stern command.
Overcome by the terrible events of that day and by the great shock of my

nervous system, I staggered and fell exhausted. What happened after that
I cannot tell until I awoke to find myself lying comfortably in my own

little bed at camp.

By his military uniform, I was aware that a soldier

was bending over me, though by the dim candle light I could only distin-

guish the irregular outline of his face.
“What has happened to you?” he asked, kindly.
I started at the sound of that voice. I recognized it as being familiar to
me, although I could not at that moment recall where I had heard it before.
“That ’*s more than I can answer,” I replied.
“That wasa fine trick you played on me,” he remarked, with a tinge of
mirth.
I looked intently at the man, and for the first time I recognized him as
my friend Joe. With pleasure and astonishment at his real presence, I
asked, “How did you get here?”
“The same way you did, I guess,” he replied, “and, fortunately, I was
just in time for picket duty. That was a pretty good sort of a trick you
devised, old fellow, and I must compliment you on your genius, though
how and why you played it I can’t understand. But let me give youa little

piece of advice: after this when we go out together to spend a holiday, don’t
get drunk, like you are now. It ’s lucky for you that I recognized you
while I was on picket duty and brought you here unobserved, for if I had
not, you would be serving a month’s sentence in the guardhouse for your

little spree.”
Everything was clear to me now. Joe had awakened from his stupor and
believed himself the victim of a practical joke. The joke was really upon
myself, since I had thought that I had killed Joe and considered myself the
vilest wretch in existence. However, now that all was over, I determined
to allow Joe to remain in his state of ignorance.
CHARLES WHALEN, 707.

GEORGE WASHINGTON.

ABRAHAM LINCOLN.
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\“ WASHINGTON AND LINCOLN.

HE month of February has seen the birth of two of the foremost men
of our great Republic—George Washington and Abraham Lincoln,—
of whom have well-merited honor from their country, the former deserving to be called “the Father of his Country,” the latter “the Savior of
the Union.” The American people in the past have not undervalued the
unparalleled services of these two statesmen, and have shown their appreciation of the noble work they accomplished by recording, over and over

again, the eventful history of their lives.

The shelves of our public and.

even private libraries are filled with countless sketches and innumerable
biographies, in which these noble characters are portrayedin colors that the
enthusiasm of patriotic hearts alone could have blended. But, of the American people to-day there are many so little versed in the history of their
country that they know of these great men little more than the name; they
would be incapable of giving an account, were it even a summary one, of the
deeds of devotedness and self-sacrifice with which these men built up this

nation which they ambitioned to become the first country of the world, and
which, through their untiring and relentless efforts, has reached the highest
mark of their patriotic dreams.
Washington, although a century has passed over his tomb, is better known
than Lincoln. From their earliest school days, American boys and girls find

his name written on almost every page of their history, and few there are
who do not retain some of the phases of this great career impressed in deep
characters upon their minds.
It is not the same with Lincoln, although so short a time has cies
since his tragic death that the fathers of some of us remember it well, and
our grandfathers were his contemporaries. We are ignorant of the affairs

of our country.

The history of the United States is reduced to a short

summary instead of being expounded and taught in detail, as it was done in

the past, and, in the curriculum of some public schools, is often made to
give place to fads of all kinds; so that, to quote the words of an eminent
writer: “To many of the present generation Abraham Lincoln has become
a half mythical ne indistinctly connected in their minds with the
war of secession.” And yet, in these times of political and commercial
graft, of shameless egotism and general corruption, what noble examples of

patriotism, of disinterested zeal for the common welfare, can be found in
!
the life of Abraham Lincoln
But there is one quality in particular that was conspicuous in this noble
character, and that would be as desirable in men of rank and distinction to-

62
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day: it is honesty. The sobriquet, “Honest Abe,” that Lincoln won in his
youth, he deserved to bear throughout his whole life. When a boy he insisted on fairness in the games in which he participated, and, for this

reason, was often chosen as umpire. When practicing law, he would favor
no dishonest schemes nor use unlawful means to further the interests of his
cause. He had friends, but, because of his political views, his enemies were
by far the majority. And yet, whatever grievances they had against him,
they never could accuse him of dishonesty in the administration of public
affairs. “Conscience,” says one of his biographers, “not temporary advantage, not popular applause, not the love of power, was the ruling and guid-

ing motive of his life.” Honest, kind, forgiving, patient, pure of manners,
profoundly religious, notwithstanding the faults he found in the ministers
of his church, magnanimous in all his dealings, zealously devoting his life
to his country, Lincoln will remain a model American citizen and states-

man, one whose career should be studied and whose virtues should be copied
by every true American.
Wittram O’Connor, ’08.

THE DIMPLE AND THE PIMPLE.
A Dimple and a Pimple sat
Together on a chin;
The Pimple it was round and fat,
The Dimple dimpled in.
Said Pimple to the Dimple,
“T’m high, and you are low;”’
Said Dimple to the Pimple,
“My friend, I wouldn’t blow.”
Just then a something bright shot by,
Off went proud Pimple’s head,
While simple Dimple laughed, ‘“‘Oh, my!”’
And tumbled into bed.

G. H. Maelmuire, ’07.
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A SNOWSTORM.

See the snowdrops gently falling
From the heavenly heights above;
Hear the snowbirds sweetly calling,
*Tis the season of their love.
Singly first and then increasing,
Flakes come falling, falling down,
Never pausing, never ceasing,

Till they’ve weaved Earth’s winter gown.
As the snowdrops, so the graces,
From the loving Master’s hand,
Finding once the welcome places,

Fill them o’er at his command.
All the landscape now is brightness,
Hill and dale are covered o’er
With a silent, fleecy whiteness,
Carpeting earth’s barren floor.
Beautiful a land snow-flower’d—
Nature’s winter masterpiece;
Lovelier far a soul embower’d
In celestial hope and peace.
William Mahoney, ’07.

KIND WORDS.
How soft and mild the tones of kind words ring!
What joy to saddened hearts their accents bring!
No balm so soothing, no redress so sure;
No favor can a purer bliss procure.
As gentle rain revives the thirsting earth,

Kind words give life to souls that pine in dearth;
They brighten hearts where reigns somber dismay,
As mist departs at dawn of sunny day.

G:.T. Cook, ’06.
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A LEGEND OF THE SNOW.

ARY and Joseph were about to present the infant Jesus to the Lord

in the temple. But Mary had her doubts about the weather.

All

morning it had been drizzling fine, and it looked as though the
drizzle would last all day. And how could she venture forth in such unwholesome air with her tender Child scarcely a month in her arms?
Just now she was standing in the doorway, looking up to the dreary
skies, and humming to herself a pretty little tune like a lullaby:
“Rain; fall lowly!
—-Rain,; fall light!
Like a lambkin’s wool so white,
Lest my Bahy take some harm
From the breathing of the storm!
Rain, fall lowly!
Rain, fall light!
Like a lambkin’s wool so white!’’

And she raised her queenly hand as if in commanding gesture. Straightway the angels who had heard her began to winnow the air with their swift
wings, and it grew wondrous cool, and big feathery flakes started to descend
from the gray clouds above, slowly, playfully, gracefully, as if they felt

glad of their whiteness and their lightness and their soft, fleecy wealth.
And they gathered on the housetops and they lighted in the trees like unnumbered white birds. And the rhythm of their whirling was verily sweet
to see as they swarmed upon the weary old earth and muffled up all its

dreary noises in the folds of a deep, slumbrous silence.
And Mary went in to Joseph and said, “May we go forth now, dearest
spouse, with our little Jesus?”
And Joseph answered and said, “Yea, beloved, for so it hath seemed good
- to the Lord. Behold, he hath heard our wishes and hath scattered his
snow like wool along our path. Blessed be his holy name!”
And wrapping the little Infant in a warm robe, white and soft as the

snowflakes’ down, Mary and Joseph went forth with him to the temple.
And the new-fallen snow was like a carpet unto their feet.
G. H. MAELMUIRE, 707.
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THE DRUMMER BOY.

HILE oma cruise last summer in the West Indies, I stopped for a

short time at Havana, Cuba. During my sojourn there I had the
of meeting a Cuban who had served as lieutenant
pleasure
under General Shafter. In a conversation one day, I asked the lieutenant

if he could not tell me some interesting story in connection with the Spanish-American War. “Yes,” he replied, “I could tell you many stories, but
one strikes me as being especially interesting. It is as follows:
“We were encamped before’ Santiago and looked anxiously for its fall.

The soldiers, on account of the tropical climate, were very dull.

There

was one, however, Dianicio Carvarol, who enlivened the morose spirits of

the men by his sunny disposition. He was a Cuban of noble rank, and stood
high in the estimation of General Shafter. Having received his education
in Spain, he was master of the Spanish language. He also spoke English with ease. His company was much sought after by the soldiers, as his conversations were always interesting and his jokes most original.

“Dianicio seemed to be particularly fond of our drummer-boy, Menjo-

riano Alvares. The lad did not appear to be more than sixteen years old.
On account of his sweet, affectionate, and pious disposition, he was the

favorite of all the men.

“When we had been encamped near the city for a few days, the general
desired to gain some detailed information concerning the enemy’s position.

As I had acted as spy before, he summoned me to headquarters and asked
me if I would enter the enemy’s lines. I consented. So he gave me a map
of the surrounding country, and told me to start as soon as possible. I had

the general’s barber to shave my beard, donned a Spanish prisoner’s uni-

form, and started immediately on my errand. The distance to the enemy’s
lines was about three miles. As the country was very hilly and the night

dark and stormy, my progress was slow. During the heaviest fall of rain
I took shelter in a hollow tree. After the downpour had lessened, I continued my journey, and, crawling through the picket-line, for I did not
know the countersign, I limped into the enemy’s camp early in the morning. I wasa sorry sight: my clothes were torn and I was covered with mud
from head to foot. It was no wonder that the Spaniards laughed when
they saw me. I was at once taken to the commander, General Toral, who
asked me from where I came.
“From San Miguel,’ I replied.

“ ‘Why did you leave there?”
“<T had joined the army, but on account of my lameness I was released.
So I came here, thinking I might find something to do.’
“What can you do?’ queried the general.
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““T can’t carry a musket, but I can cook,’ I answered.

“Well, try to help us out with the cooking.’
:
“They first gave me a more respectable attire and then took me to their
cooking quarters. I was very successful with my culinary affairs, which
gained for me the good will of the soldiers. They were especially fond of
the pones that I baked for them occasionally.
“One day while working in the kitchen a soldier came in and said to me:
“Hello, lieutenant.”
“TI started to tremble in every limb.

“*You are a sweet scout,’ he said, smiling. ‘Don’t you know me? Examine closely.’
“After looking at him for some time, what was my surprise to find that
it was Dianicio Carvarol.
“ “What in the world are you doing here?’ I asked.

“*T’he same thing that you are doing,’ he responded, ‘trying to gain in-

formation.’
“Then he informed me that the little drummer-boy had been captured
and was to be hanged by the Spaniards. This grieved me very much, for I
loved the boy as much as my own brother.
“He also told me that I must carry to General Shafter the news of the

capture of Alvares, and a wallet containing a map of the enemy’s camp.

At the approach of night I started for our army. When I announced the
drummer-boy’s capture to General Shafter he was much moved, and said
that something must be done to effect Alvare’s release. So at once he sent

under a flag of truce, a messenger to General Toral, but had little hope

that the boy would be pardoned. Then hedirected me to return immediately to the Spanish camp. Moreover, he requested me to bring him news
in about a week. I again entered hostile grounds, reaching my quarters at
two o’clock in the morning. As my absence was very short, it was not

noticed. The next evening Dianicio came to see me. He looked quite sad,

and after a short silence announced to me that the drummer-boy was to be
hanged the following day.
.
“Our regiment marched over to the place of execution, and I hobbled
along with them. The gallows was placed in the center of an open field.

Around it was formed a hollow square by a company of soldiers, among
whom was Dianicio. In the center of this square, near the gallows, stood

the provost marshall, who was to read the sentence.

“At the appointed hour a cart approached, bearing the drummer-boy.

He looked very pale but resigned. The chaplain accompanied him, with
whom he was engaged in conversation.

“As soon as the boy was lifted from the cart and the last preparations

were being made, Dianicio went up to the provost and whispered something
in his ear.
““How do you know that? asked the provost.
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*“*T have known it for a long time,’ replied Dianicio.

“For a few minutes there was much whispering going on between the officers. Finally the drummer-boy was put back in the cart and driven away.
Dianicio came to where I was standing, but when I asked him what he had
told the provost, he would not answer me.

“When we had reached the camp he said: ‘Be ready to leave here when I
call for you to-night. We must leave these quarters, as we will be suspected and arrested, after what has happened. He was on hand at two
o’clock and we started immediately. We were very successful in passing
the picket-line, as Dianicio knew the countersign. We reached our camp
just at dawn. As soon as the general heard of our arrival, he summoned
us to headquarters. When we came there his first words were, ‘Did they.
hang the drummer-boy ?”
“No, not yet,’ replied Dianicio, ‘and it is not likely they will hang him,
after what I told them. You know, I have been very intimate with Alvares
since hostilities began. When I decided to enlist, he resolved to come with
me, as we were always inseparable friends.

“ “Well, what did you tell the Spaniards, that you are so sure they will
not hang him? asked the general.

***T told them that Alvares is a woman.’
***A woman! Impossible!’ replied the general.
“*Yes, a woman and my wife. The inherent nobility of the Spaniards

will not permit them to execute a woman.’ ”
And, sure enough, a few days afterwards the supposed drummer-boy was

returned.
Chio.

At the present day Dianicio and his wife are living in Dayton,
:
Franx J. Loespon, 707%.
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The Turk and

Although we are lovers of peace, we were not painfully

the Balkans. surprised to hear that the Bulgars are preparing themselves,
with an almost Japanese thoroughness, to drive the Turks from Europe.

We cordially wish our Balkan brethren a rapid and complete success. Some
Turcophils assert that the Sultan is, in a few ways, a better man than many
a Christian; but all unbiased minds readily admit that his government has
had a most degrading effect upon his Christian subjects. We have a striking
example of this in the Turkish occupation of Greece. During the Moslem

suppression the Greeks were indolent and degraded, and seemed to ignore
the glorious achievements of their forefathers. But since 1847 the Greeks
have been free and have startled the world by their rapid progress in art,
science, and literature; to-day they are both aware and proud of the immortal history of their sires, and glory in speaking and writing the in-

comparable language of Demosthenes.
Civilization has been defined as social, intellectual, and moral progress.
This definition can be fully applied to the actual condition of the Greeks.

Would to God that it were also applicable to the unfortunate Balkans! May
Providence hasten the day when, free from the galling yoke of the Mussul-
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man, they also shall take their place among the civilized nations of the
world. May heaven aid the Bulgars to put an end to the Turk’s nameless
atrocities and to drive the Sultan, horse and baggage, to the wilds of Asia.
JosePH E. MAyL, 706.

© Euthanasia.

Euthanasia etymologically signifies an easy death. It does
not mean that easy, serene, hopeful death which is the reward

of a thoroughly Christian life..

There is nothing spiritually hopeful or

Christian in Euthanasia; it is essentially pagan and materialistic. It cares
naught for the soul or the soul’s eternal destiny; it seeks only the momen-

tary alleviation of the body.

Euthanasia may be defined: the heartless

practice of administering anesthetics to the infirm, in order to hasten painlessly the end of their earthly career. It is a euphemistic term for the

murder of the “fatally injured and hopelessly afflicted.”
The pious Christian considers sickness and death as chastisements coming
from a benign Providence, and he accepts them in a spirit of resignation
and penance. The godless man ignores the mystery of suffering and death;
he regards both as the most horrid of evils; the great problem for him is to

avoid: these evils, or at least to diminish their horror.

Some look upon a

speedy release by suicide as a remedy to the pangs of existence.

But we are

at times even incapable of this cowardly act, especially when disease has
exhausted all our energy.

In this case the Huthanasists assert that we-

should then request our physician to accelerate our exit from this world by
dosing us with drugs. It seems that fully one-fifth of our American doctors do not wait to be requested to hasten by anesthetics the death of their
patient; they even consider it their duty to relieve all incurables from the
burden of existence. The notorious Miss Ann S. Hall cynically asks, “Why
should we not radically get rid of those people who are a care and a horror

for healthy and vigorous humanity?” Perhaps this “gentle” Miss would
like to see revived the days when the Spartans precipitated from the heights
of Mont Taygetus their sickly children, or when the Romans starved to
death their weaklings on an island of the Tiber, or when the Gauls and

Teutons buried alive, strangled, or drowned all helpless persons, not sparing even their aged parents. As we Americans are noted for our practicability and utilitarianism, why not roast our papas and mammas grown old

and weak in serving us, and give themafilial burial in our stomach, as a
few Ethiopian tribes are wont to do?
The place of Miss Hall and of all the other “honorable” Euthanasists
is not in a Christian community that respects the precept, “Thou shalt not

kill,” but in one of thoSe barbarous Asiatic hordes that unceremoniously
give to their sires on their sixtieth birthday a watery grave in the nearest
river.
James P. Roy, ’07.
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Loyal

As we look over the list of advertisers in THE EXPONENT,

Old Boys. we see the names of many former students connected with

some of the most reliable firms, either as proprietors or as managers.

The

fact of their advertising in our paper speaks highly in favor not only of
their staunch loyalty to their Alma Mater, but also of their excellent business methods, for it pays to advertise in Tur Exponent. We shall mention a few of these Old Reliables, but there ’s room for more, and let those
who feel diffident about sending their business card to us, remember that

“every little bit helps” the good cause of THE EXPONENT.
This department recently appointed two committees, the first to inter-

view the printer, and the other to see the superintendent of the mills from
which Tur Exponent gets its paper. The secretary of the former says in
his report:

“The manager of this company claims he can print twice as

many ‘ads’ as are at present in THE ExponENr without overtaxing his
presses ;” while the paper-man writes: “Go ahead; if we cannot supply
paper in large enough quantities for your demands, we will put on a double

force and work day and night.”
So it is clear that we are ready for any service we can render to our prospective advertisers among the Old Boys. As to the mail-carrier, if he
cannot deliver the letters, the firm of “H. Janszen, Teamsters, Cincinnati,
Ohio” (see their “ad” in this issue of THE EXPONENT), through a special
agent it sent to St. Mary’s on last January 14, has generously offered a
team to bring the letters and other mail matter to and from THE EXPONENT
Sanctum.

Well, here they are, the loyal Old Boys.

(See November EXPONENT.)

From Cincinnati, John Janszen, Joseph Janszen, Frank Heile, Bernard
Janszen, Henry Janszen; from Newport, Ky., Anthony Heile. From Day-

ton we have Frank Kronauge, Harry Cappel, Arthur Gibbons, Jay Gibbons,
John M. Ward, John M. Sweetman, Chris. P. Sweetman, Frank J. McCormick, Joseph J. Abel, Frank J. Hoefler, John B. Forster, Joseph Ferneding,
Adam Deger, Chas. E. Rotterman, C. J. Sherer, A. M. Sherer, Frank Clemens, Joseph Clemens, Bernard Focke, Richard P. Burkhardt, Sr., William
M. Burkhardt, R. P. Burkhardt, Jr., Charles H. Hollencamp, Frank A.

Hollencamp, John T. Barlow, Theodore Hollencamp, Carl Cappel, and Ber-
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nard Hollencamp. From Latonia hails Henry Heile; from Chicago, Alexander Blumenthal, Matthias Blumenthal, Edward Blumenthal, Edward
Schoen, and Alexander Schoen
; from Covington, Ky., Albert Heile.
That is a long, long list, and yet we know it is not complete. Let the
Old Boys we have not mentioned drop a note to this department and
we ‘ll be glad to give them all the credit they deserve for their loyalty to
SoM. £.
And you, Old Boy, who don’t advertise, don’t you think that your business card would show well among those of your old College chums?

C. H.
Valentine
Palenting Stoecklein, *74, one of the many Stoeckleins of
prpeemivtio. Dayton, who* for generations have been students of St.
Mary’s, made a short call to his old school last December. Val has always
_ remained a loyal Old Boy of the Institute, to which he has been sending
his own boys for these many years. At present he is foreman in one of the
departments at the National Cash Register Company of this city.
L. J.
Victor

Victor Schlitzer, our star puzzler of recent date to all

Sehlitzer, 04. teams in and around Dayton, has continued his good
record by teasing many batters of the Eastern League, and now, after finishing the last baseball season very successfully, he intends to go south

with the Rochester team next April. We wish you good luck, Vic.
:
G. B.
A Starter.
On Christmas morning, L. Edgar Orendorff received a fivedollar check from Harry C. Busch, for the furnishing of
Alumni Hall.

Ed thinks it will need many more such checks to make

Alumni Hall a place that will be a credit to the Alumni, as well as a comfortable home for all the Old Boys. He expects that in the near future
many others will follow suit.
G. B.
Charles
Charles Owens, ’89, of Dayton, Ohio, visited the Institute
Owens. Jately to meet his old teachers, Brothers Bertram and Rush.

Charles holds a good position with May & Company, and, as he is one of our
nearest neighbors, we hope to see him often.

eae

John F.
John F. Heberger, of Cincinnati, Ohio, called at the InstiHeberger. tute, in December, to visit his old teacher, Brother Bertram,

‘in whose class he was graduated in ’81. He is well and does good business,
being president of the Standard Furniture Co., of Cincinnati. He states
that his brother William, who is in business with him as vice-president of

the Company,is also well. Both are sons of Michael Heberger, who arrived
here in May, 1853, and died in 1893. John reports that his big college
chum, James Meyers, °80, of Waverly, Ohio, is still there and doing a pros-

perous furniture business.

L. J.
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Welcome,

The following Old Boys visited their Alma Mater during

Old Boys. the recent holidays to bring the season’s greetings:

Dave

Kersting, 705; Joseph Pilon, 05; Alphonse Pater, *04; Francis Wong
Leong, 704; Warner Kiefaber, 05; Rev. Joseph Kelly, 790; John Kemper,
02; Charles Ertel, 05; John Heberger, ’81; Lawrence Hegler, ’03; Joseph
Cronan, 705; Joseph Horn, ’05; Valentine Stoecklein, 774; Gustave Froendhoff, *76; Edward Froendhoff, ’80; Frank Froendhoff, 82; William Froendhoff, *86; Charles Froendhoff, *87; John Gockey, 04; Charles Peur-

rung, *03.
William

Ge.
William Cahill, 02, called at the Institute on December

Cahill. 10, to see his brothers Thomas and Harry. Will has a good

position in a large shive factory in Cincinnati. He reports that his brother
Joe, 795, is at Los Angeles, Cal., to recuperate from overwork.
bas WK

Joseph A.

Again we were not forgotten by our genial Alumnus, Joe

Pilon, 05. Pilon, from Minocqua, Wis. He visited us on his way from
Georgetown University, and again on his return to that well-known institu-

tion.

While here, he presented us with a copy of The Minocqua Times,

according to which it seems that this flourishing little Wisconsin town is all
Pilon, from “Pilon means all that is best in merchandise,” to the beautiful

farewell party tendered their son by Mr. and Mrs. Jos. Pilon, Sr., before he
left to resume his studies.

While at home, Joe made, before a large audi-

ence, an address at the Schlitz Opera House, his subject being, “The Credulous Age of the Incredulous,” and the 7'imes has this to say about it: “The
lecture by Jos. A. Pilon was eagerly awaited by all, because he had been

raised among us; and, this being his first address before a Minocqua audience, the many friends who had congregated, awaited his appearance with

some anxiety, yet with confidence. Their faith in his ability proved well
founded, as he handled his subject in a masterly manner, bringing out the
points in a clear way, and showing that in this effort, as well as in his record
at school, deep thought and determination to succeed has been his aim.”

Congratulations, Joe, and we hope that at the end of this term we will see

you again, carrying away a good number of honors, like you used to do at

St. Mary’s.
Echoes from

Cat:
“T enclose one dollar for a yearly subscription to THE

_ Old Boys. Exponent. JI always like to read news from the old College
where I spent many happy days,” writes “an Oslerite of ’81-’82.” Dr. Edward Froendhoff, ’80, upon hearing the contents of this letter, informed

this department that he offers his service to our Oslerite, who is an old
friend of his.

Chloroform may be obtained at the Institute.

“T regret to state that I had forgotten to renew my subscription to THE
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Exponent last March, and herewith send two dollars, for which please

send me the College paper for the next two years.
“Enclosed please find one dollar to pay for my subscription to THE ExPONENT. I shall always have a warm spot in my heart for dear old St.
Mary’s, and shall never lose interest in her welfare.

ok

A Correction. | We have been guilty of printing an obituary notice ahead

of time in the January, ’06, Exponent. Through misinformation, we recorded the death of John Kubler instead of his brother
Henry. John, ’89, is still well in his old home, Connersville, Ind., and
lately paid a visit to the Institute, bringing with him a new pupil. L. J.
Invitation to
At the last hour this department has been notified, through
All Alumni. g jetter written by Alex. M. Blumenthal, ’94, that the Chicago branch of the Alumni will hold, on January 30, at the Palmer House,
its semi-annual banquet. In the letter he extends, in the name of the Chi-

cago branch, a cordial invitation to all Alumni to attend the banquet, assuring us at the same time that St. Mary’s will be worthily represented by a
member of the Institute Faculty.

We deeply regret the fact that this com-

munication is rather a little late to give the Old Boys ample opportunity to visit Chicago, where, we are sure, they would enjoy a splendid
evening. THE EXPpoNENt extends its best wishes to the Chicago Alumni,
and hopes to see the banquet meet with well-merited success.
Ae:

CLIPPINGS.

The edition of the S. M. I. Art Calendar is exhausted, and this fact
speaks well for its general make-up and beauty. We have remaining, however, a few of the handsome S. M. I. Souvenir Albums, which were retailed
at fifty cents a copy. On the receipt of a simple postal, we will send gratis

a Souvenir Album to the Old Boys.
Among those who attended the Month’s Mind of the late Henry Ferneding at the Institute Chapel, were his only remaining son, Clem, 759, and ason of the latter, Harry, 790. The “Alumni” Editor of THe ExPponENT

begs to extend to these loyal Alumni his expressions of profound sympathy,
and is confident that in the many prayers offered for the venerable deceased

by the former and present students of their Alma Mater, the Ferneding
boys will find a source of Christian consolation in their bereavement.
L. J.
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Edward J. Wright, ’03, is continuing his studies at Fordham University,
New York City, and sends his best wishes to his old friends and teachers.
We wish you a most successful year, Ed.

A liberal reward will be paid to any subscriber of THE Exponent that
will find a young lady, with blonde hair, blue eyes, very gentle towards an

inexperienced young man; must know how to play the “Monday piano” and
cook like mother. For further information please address L. E. O., care of
the “Alumni” Editor.

Gaylord H. Case, ’99, who is practicing law in South Bend, Ind., sends
his best wishes to old S. M. I. and Tur Exponent.

Through the subscription department of Tur Exponent, we were glad
to hear from the following Old Boys: Jacob Minke, 01; Aloys C. Angel,

04; John A. Stenger, 87; Francis Wong Leong, 704; Fred T. Neuman,,
*94; Victor Schlitzer, 04; Gaylord H. Case, 99; Edmund Zettler, *82;
Emmett Sweetman, 704; Edward J. Wright, ’03; Joseph Horn, ’05; Edward C. Norckauer, 703.

At a recent basket-ball game we were pleasantly surprised to see among
our city friends William Carroll, who was home from college for a vacation. Will looks fine and healthy, and says that St. Mary’s is being more
favorably and widely known every day.
“Gee, I wish I were going here yet,” said William Stoecklein, 704, at
seeing the many recent improvements in his Alma Mater, and, as the Insti-

tute is not ready for a postgraduate course, he took his belongings to the
“Case School of Applied Science” at Cleveland, Ohio. Here’s success to

you, Will.

G. B.
ae

We are informed that Dr. James Averdick, besides the titles given him in
the January Exponent, will receive another before many moons. . Any
subscriber to THE EXPONENT, guessing first this new title, will be presented

with a new two-and-a-half-dollar gold piece and a leather medal. Hurry
up and drop your postal to the “Alumni” Editor.
C..H:
we

The

Young Boys were pleased to shake hands with Old Boy Eugene

Schaefer, ’05, on the evening of the first basket-ball game. Eugene, though
busy at his father’s large cigar factory, still has “a healthy mind in a
healthy body.”
Among the decorators recently engaged at S. M. I., were tie Old Boys,

Jacob Schmidt, ’86, and Charles Schutte, ’93.

About three years ago Mr.
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Schmidt had the misfortune to lose one of his legs in a street-car accident,
but science has done so well with him that no sign is evident. Mr. Schutte
still retains pleasant memories of his college days at St. Mary’s.
We recommend to the prayers of the readers of THE Exponent, the soul
of Henry Schutte, 89, of whose demise, in 1898, we weré but lately informed.-—The “Alumni” Editor would feel particularly obliged for being

immediately notified of the death of an Old Boy, and would make it his
special duty to recommend the deceased to the readers of THE EXPONENT
and to have prayers offered for him at the Institute Chapel.
Edward C. Hegman, ’91, showed his unwearied interest in 8. M. I. by
sending a new pupil as a Christmas present.

- We were glad to see Eugene Haungs, ’0+, on the night of the basket-ball

game with Hamilton. We understand that Eugene rooted as much for St.
Mary’s as he did for the home team. We would be thankful to every Old
Boy who would bring with him as gentlemanly and well-trained a team as
A.-k.

“Silver Locks” did.
wae

Warner Kiefaber, ’05, of Dayton, did not forget to visit his Alma Mater
and bring his former teachers the season’s greetings, while home on a vaca-

tion from the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, Boston. He reports
that it costs a good deal of hard work to succeed in his studies. Just keep

up your old S. M. I. record, Warner, and Tur EXPONENT is sure you can-

not fail.
Lawrence Hegler, who left'the Institute in 1904, owing to a serious illness from which he has fully recovered, is again in Dayton, occupying a responsible position at the N. C. R. works. During the holidays, he paid a
visit to his Alma Mater, to greet friends and teachers. On Sunday, Jan-

uary 7, he called upon the boys who had just returned from vacation. The
new Chaminade Club-room had such an attraction for his sportive instincts
that he could not resist the temptation to play a few games with his former

classmates.

Work steady, Lawrence; THE EXPONENT is looking for great

things from you in business life.
St. Mary’s was much pleased to receive as guests, during the holidays,

Mr. Francis Wong Leong and his wife. Frank is still pursuing studies at
the ‘Simms Medical College of St. Louis University. Call again, Frank.
We always take great pleasure in meeting our loyal Alumni. Also accept
THE EXPoNEN’’s sincere wishes for your success at the University.
Please address all communications to
THE ALUMNI EDITOR OF THE EXPONENT,
St. Mary’s Institute, Dayton, Ohio.
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HIGHEST HONORS FOR DECEMBER.

COLLEGIATE DEPARTMENT.

Senior Letiers
Junior

Joseph Mayl, 793
Charles Whalen, 799

Sophomore

William O’Connor, 799

Freshman

Michael Daugherty, 796
Carl Sherer, 797
John Zuber, 797

Junior

Sophomore

Frank Kemper, 798

Freshman

Robert Connelly, 796
Robert Birkmeier, 795.

First Academic
Intermediate A
Intermediate B

Albert Zengerle, ’99
Fred Dister, 7100
Leo Hunkeler, 794

I RCHOPNNG A<4 4 cus... Os ose eke eet es
Harry Decker, 793
Second Academic B
Raymond Krouse, 795
First Preparatory

Second Preparatory
Third Preparatory

Leo Clark, 7100

William Kleier, ’97
Alexander Eckley, 798

A LETTER FROM MR. JOHN H. PATTERSON.

The committee appointed to tender to Mr. John H. Patterson the resolutions of thanks published in the December number of THE EXPONENT, are

in receipt of the following answer:
Gentlemen:

DECEMBER 27, 1905.

Beautiful in sentiment and beautiful in execution are the resolutions
tendered to me by your committee representing the staff of Tur ExpoNENT
and the students of St. Mary’s Institute, all of which appeals to me more
than I can express.
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St. Mary’s Institute has always been near and dear to me on account of
the great good it is doing in carrying out the will of the Creator. This
beautiful testimonial to me helps to make this one of the happiest holidays
I have ever spent.
The good will of one’s neighbors, so beautifully expressed, appeals to me
more than I can tell. I will have this testimonial framed and put in our
museum at the factory, where it may be seen by all who come.

Thanking you for your beautiful expressions and thoughtfulness, and
with holiday greetings to you all, I am,
Sincerely yours,
JOHN H. PATTERSON.
Wan. SKELTON,
Jos. FERNEDING, + Committee.
ALoys VOELKER,
C. WHALEN, 707.

A LETTER FROM THE APOSTOLIC DELEGATE.

The Very Rev. George Meyer, Provincial of the Brothers of Mary in
America, who kindly presented to the Apostolic Delegation at Washington
our modest offering to the Peter Pence Fund, has communicated to the officers of the Peter Pence Society the following letter from the Apostolic
Delegate, Msgr. Falconio:
JANUARY 4, 1906.
Reverend and Dear Sir:
I beg to acknowledge the receipt of your kind favor of the 29th ult., with

which you have enclosed a cheque for the sum of one hundred dollars, an

offering to our Holy Father from your colleges in the United States. In the
name of His Holiness, I beg you to accept sincere thanks for this testimonial of love to his August Person, and I assure you that I will take great
pleasure in forwarding this amount to Rome.
I beg also to thank you for the kind New Year greetings you have sent
me in the name of the Brotherhood. I appreciate very much the sentiments
which have prompted these greetings, and I return the same to you all a
hundred-fold.

With sentiments of the highest esteem, I beg to remain,
Most faithfully yours in Christ,
F. D. FALcontio,

Apostolic Delegate.
Tue Rev. Geo. MEYER,

Sup. Prov. Fratrum Marie.
St. Mary’s Convent,
Dayton, Ohio.
C. WHALEN, 707.
+
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FAITS ET GESTES.
EntertainThe annual Christmas entertainment given by the students
ment.
brought the scholastic year 1905 to a very agreeable end. The
veteran Thespians of the Dramatic Club, in their last appearance, eclipsed all
their previous efforts, earning applause that nearly raised the roof.’
An
exceptionally capable cast presented a dramatization of Father Finn’s story,
“The Wager of Gerald O’Rourke,’’ a Christmas tale terminating as all Christmas tales should end. The play treats of the return of a neglected Catholic
father to his religious duties, through the wager of a small boy. The simple,
confiding faith of his children, their earnest prayers for his return, and their
gladness at his conversion, were extremely pathetic.
The scene on Christmas morning, when the varied contents of the stockings were examined,
made the eyes of many a small boy glisten with anticipation of the joy he
hoped to experience Christmas morning.
Mr. John Costello’s talent was again ably shown by his portrayal of the
wayward father, Mr. Bush. He was ably supported by the “‘stars,’’ William
Mahoney as Mr. McMann, George Quatman as Mr. O’Rourke, Raymond Berding as Gerald O’Rourke, Lwrence Marr as Henry Bush, Thomas Coakley
as Eddie Bush, Martin Kuntz as Freddy Bush, and Ned Lamb as Maurice
Desmond.
William Skelton’s ‘Address of Welcome,’ and ‘‘A Christmas
Poem,’ by Fred Grundish, were very well rendered.
The S. M. I. band closed quite a prosperous year with its final appearance
at the entertainment. The musical program consisted of both classical and
popular compositions, showing to good advantage the proficiency attained by
the members.

A Triumph.

The readers of The Exponent may judge of the peerless fame

and popularity of S. M. I. students in their native towns, from
a letter received by one of the boys before his departure for the Christmas
holidays. The letter was written by a member of the Reception Committee,
and contains a detailed account of the welcome given to this student who,
through modesty, desires that his name be withheld. For the same motive,
we have been obliged to alter other names that occur in the letter. The let-—
ter read as follows:
“Since you are one of those who are doing honor to our burg, and since you
intend soon to return after an absence which to us has seemed to be a piece
of eternity itself, the inhabitants of this place have deemed it proper to give
you that welcome it behooves persons of your rank to receive. Last night
there was a mass meeting in the town hall for this purpose, and after many
spirited and enthusiastic harangues, the following arrangements were agreed
upon:
I, being your special patron and well wisher, am to meet you in
Luckville, and at once telegraph to Newburg that you are coming. All the
inhabitants will then march in parade to Gooseville; the band first, then the
club members, each carrying a baton decorated with bunting in the national
and local colors, then the ‘stadtvaeter’ in hacks, followed by people of all
classes in all sorts of conveyances. Finally, arrayed in her finest ornaments,
wearing her sweetest smile, and, from time to time, giving utterance to her
jolliest and most melodious neigh, Bessy, your trusty friend, led by Emile,
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the daring horseman, will make up the rear. You will no sooner alight from
the train at the station when Florence H. will deliver the address of welcome
and Herbert M. will play a salutation on his violin. Then all will be given
a chance to shake hands with you, and I fear you will be oppressed by the
mad rush for this privilege, and that you will be squeezed to death by the
embracements of your friends. Should you happen to survive, however, the
parade will wend its way homewards. On arriving at the hill, all the bells
will be rung and the cannon will burst forth in thundering peals. A grand
public banquet in the town hall, with an address by the guest (yourself),
will close the joyful celebration. The Reception Committee desires to have
the whole affair kept secret.
Nevertheless, I thought it prudent to inform
you, lest the surprise should overwhelm you.
Be well prepared for your
speech, and believe me,”’ etc.
We are happy to be able to state that our popular fellow-student survived
the ordeal of the reception and returned to the Institute just as The Exponent
is going to press. Owing, no doubt, to the heavy traffic on the railroads at
this season of the year, the voluminous manuscript containing the speech
delivered by our honored friend on this memorabie occasion has not yet
reached us.
The long-looked-for Christmas vacation has come and passed
and once more we are back at St. Mary’s. School life seemed
rather unfamiliar for a few days. The sweet, melodious tones of the rising
bell were greeted with anything but thankfulness; no more turning over for
another nap of a few hours, and no more breakfasts when you are ready.
So far no virulent forms of homesickness have broken out.
A very good
cure for the ‘‘blues’”’ is study; indeed the only way to drive out of your mind
the enchanting vision of ‘home, sweet home,’’ is to prepare for the coming
examinations.
Paul Wenigman, Jr., ’07.
Return.

Peter Pence

Society.

Up to date the Sophomore Science has attained the highest

class average.

Their mark for December was twenty-three

cents. The Second Academic B ranks next, with an average of ten cents.
entire contribution for January amounted to $22.97.

The
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FIRST DIVISION (Resident Students).

KASKET-BALL.
The S. M. I. basket-ball team defeated the five representing Cedarville
College at the S. M. I. gymnasium, Tuesday night, January 16, by a score of
25 to 19. The game was hotly contested from start to finish, and the score
was about even until the last few minutes of play, when some of the local
lads took a brace and came in with a Garrison finish.
Topmiller and Mahoney did most of the scoring for the locals, making
four field goals each, while Pflaum had two field goals and three baskets from
fouls to his credit.
;
For the visitors, Estle was the whole cheese, playing a game that is seldom
seen, making all but two of the visitors’ 19 points.
Before the game and
between the halves the S. M. I. band rendered selections from the opera hits
of the season. The line-up was:
SMe a.

Position.

Cedarville.

Topmiller
Mahoney

Schoen
Hanauer

The St. Mary’s basket-ball five completely outclassed the Olive Branch team
of Osborn, Wednesday evening, January 10, winning by the top-heavy score
of 62 to 20.
The game was entirely too one-sided to be interesting, yet the large crowd
present evidently enjoyed the fun, judging from the amount of enthusiasm
displayed.
Topmiller and Mahoney for S. M. I. led in the number of field baskets, the
former tossing 11 and the latter 10 each, Schoen bringing up the rear with

;
two difficult ones to his credit.
For the Osborn boys, Dave Peoples played the best game, throwing four
clean baskets, and the same number on free throws out of a possible five.

Croft, playing center for the same team, did great work in the second half,
caging the ball on four occasions on field goals.
The S. M. I. band rendered several beautiful selections before the game
and during the intermission between the halves.
Hanauer, a “‘sub’’ on the college five, was given a trial by Captain Top-
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miller in the last few minutes of play, and displayed great ability on baskets,
throwing two very difficult ones. However, these went to the credit of Captain
D. Moran, ’07.
Topmiller in the scoring.

SECOND DIVISION (Resident Students).
With unusual enthusiasm the Second Division Basket-Ball League opened
The games played and their results
the season on Thursday, January 11.
are as follows:
Invincibles, 8; Excelsiors, 5.
Stars, 8; Leaders, 4.
Superbs, 12; Models, 8.
Invincibles, 9; Stars, 3.

B. Freeman, ’08.

S. M. I. DAYTONTAS (Non-Resident Students).
During the early part of January a series of four practice games was played
between the S. M. I. Daytonias (non-resident students) and the representative team of the Second Division (resident students). The first game resulted
in a victory for the Second Division by the score of 21 to 18. The remaining
three games went to the credit of the S. M. I. Daytonias by the following
scores: 11to10,15 to 9,and 12 to 6. Line-up:
8. M. I. Daytonias——Larkin and Solimano, forwards; E. Walsh, center;
Morris and Martin, guards.
Second Division—Wilberding and Herron, forwards;
Stacey and Cahill, guards.

BATTING PRACTICE.

E. Martin, center;
C. Sherer, ’06.
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«S!] EXCHANGES
Like Christmas angels, their white wings tipped with gold, a host of
exchanges flew into our sanctum with their messages of kindliness and goodwill. And so many good things did they say of the Exponent that the music
of their words lingers with us still, like a sweet overtone amid the prosy
hum of every-day activity.
Many thanks, kind friends, and may the good
words you have sent forth return to you with blessings a hundredfold.
We wish to thank especially The Jefferson College Record, The Fleurde-Lis, The Viatorian, The Mountaineer, and The St. Joseph’s Collegian for
their helpful criticisms and suggestions.
It is encouraging to receive a
word of praise now and then from these veterans in college journalism, we
who are so young and have yet much to learn. We know we are not perfect,
but we are striving to become so, and are w illing to follow the sage So
of Pope:
“Trust not van melts but your defects to know,
Make use of every friend-—and every f—.”

But we are sure we haven’t any of the latter, and so you may look for some
more “‘worthy little efforts.’’
A daintier triad of Christmas verse than that which appears in The Holy
Cross Purple it would be hard to find. It is ona par with that of The Redwood, which is no small praise.
We welcome The Agnetian Monthly again, after a long absence.
Best
wishes for a prosperous New Year!
The Alpha Pi Mu shows a clever attempt at illumination. The poetry is.
Sweet and the stories very entertaining. Altogether its pages are pervaded
by a true Christmas atmosphere.
“The First Child Worshiper,’” in Mt. St. Mary’s Messenger, is a neat little
story with a happy ending.
The “Christmas in Art” papers eviace much
appreciation of the true and the beautiful in Yuletide color-poems.
There
is a charming frontispiece, ‘““The Nativity,” by Sinkel.
Among so many interesting stories it would be difficult to make a selection,
but in our opinion the best are to be found in The Jefferson College Record,
The Holy Cross Purple, and The Mountaineer.
The Young Eagle presents a handsome “Cluster of Holly Twigs,’ a symposium of Christmas thoughts, elegantly expressed.
“The End,’ in The Abbey Student, is very feelingly written.
We also acknowledge receipt of Purple and White (Peoria), Mt. St. Mary’s
Record, The Dial, St. Vincent College Journal, The Laurel, Excalibur, The
Xaxier, The School Echo, and Echoes from the Pines.
G. H. Maelmuire, ’07.
|
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What Even the Wisest Relish

BESIEGED.

‘My dear Mr. Neversober, you should detest whisky; itis
Rev Dogood:
your worst enemy.’’
“I heard your reverence say from the pulpit that we
Mr. Neversober:
should love our enemy.”’
‘‘Yes, undoubtedly; but I did not say that you should
Rev. Dogood:
William S. Skelton, ’06.
swallow him.”
wet
‘‘Caesar, this hill is very hard to climb. Can’t we
Berthilda Tenderfoot:
hire a donkey?”’
Caesar Asinus: ‘Is not one enough, dear Berthilda? I am here with you.”
ae

‘Aunt Henrietta
Mamma (to little Teddy suffering from a toothache):
Coalcart has just come to visit us, so, Teddy, be a good boy and don’t cry.”
‘‘O mamma, I wish I could do like you—-when your teeth
Little Teddy:
ache, you take them out.”
at
Teacher:
Pupil:
Teacher:

‘‘Can you tell me the name of the first man?”’
‘‘George Washington.”
‘‘Why, no; Adam was the first man.”

Pupil (scornfully):

‘Of course, if you include foreigners.”’
Gra
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WHO IS THIS SAGE OF ’07?

John: ‘Hello, Bill! How are you feeling?’
Bill:
“Oh, I feel like a bunch of kindling wood.”
John:
‘How is that?’’
its “Alisplit up.”
wae
Frank:
‘‘Do you know JI hate to use a towel?”
Gus: “No. Why don’t you like to use it?”
Frank: ‘Because it makes me dry.”
Be
Charley:
George:
Charley:

‘‘Here take my watch.’
‘What for? I don’t want your watch.”
‘I want to pass the time away.”
Be

“Tt will be a cold day in July when the North Pole is discovered.”

H. J. W.
we
“Money talks.””

talk.

When you have any change coming to you, that is back

H. J. W.
ae

“If you wish to be well informed about things, take a paper.
of pins will give you pointers.’’

Even a paper

Harry J. Weber, ’07.

we
A jolly * of Nineteen Ten,

Of thirteen
gay, bright little men—
Hark to their names, accomplishments,
Together with some compliments:
First, Harry Breen, of great renown,
Who hails from Marion, a horse-car town.
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Next on the list is Louis Clark,
Who says he sees best in the dark.
Then Jimmie Cogan, gentle lad,
When class is o’er, he ’s always glad.
Both Janning A. and Kelly Frank
As closest bosom friends do rank.
O’Connell John, nice boy, of course,
Whom Santa gave a hobby-horse.
Then Schumacher Frank, youthful sage,
Most serious for his tender age;
That Lawrence Showen is his friend,
No one will ever dare contend.
Sibila, pianist renowned,
May he one day with fame be crowned.
Sometimes Joe Stick ‘‘forgets it all,”
And “leaves it in the study-hall.”’
Frank Vonder Hoya, sleek and fat,
Good Latinist, in spite of that.
Then Linus Wissel, our great athlete,
With brawny arms and splendid feet.
Ralph Wollenhaupt, our little man,
Oft succeeds to lead the van.
Ye boys of ’10, e’er behave well,
So when ye die, ye ’1l not go to ®

4
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CAPTURED.

A. Zingerle, ’10.

Observe
BSERVE the young fellows who get
their clothes of the crack tailors—
regardless of price.

Then come in and see our clothing.
You'll find we have been observing too. —
We don’t pretend to set the styles, but
every authentic change of style is here
before you know it.
You'll see here the same styles, and find
that our clothes fit just as well as clothes
by the crack tailors, and our prices are $15,
$20, and $25.

PRLS
Young Men’s Clothing Department

